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THE CALL OF GOD

Whether you turn to the right or to the left, your ears will hear a voice behind you,  
saying, 

“This is the way; walk in it.  Isaiah 30:21 (NIV)

My feet led me through rows of tarnished wooden seats covered with long, 
yellow cushions and down a narrow aisle between them.  Beige carpet padded 
and silenced the steps of my journey.  Filled with imperfections, a line of red and 
another of green and another of brown, I found the floor covering dirty and 
thought perhaps others, too, had come this way.  My walk was slow.  I now stand 
still.

Paces away, there is a circle of light, a shadow from a chandelier, no 
doubt, which hangs above me.  I need not raise my head for reassurance.  I have 
seen this light from a back row seat: fourteen small candles in a row.

Two legs of a rectangular table are within my view.  Sometimes the table 
has a white linen cloth draped over it.  Without the cloth, the black carved letters 
along the edge are visible, “This do in remembrance of me.”  I think about these 
words.

A heavy weight looms over hunched shoulders, but the ceiling is high.  It 
has forty-four squares outlined down its length and thirty-seven across.  I have 
counted them many times.  

I now look at the criss-crossed fingers of two folded hands.  New hands.  
My hands.  He has called.

Many things call.  Families.  Friends.  Jobs.  Fear.  Pride.  Success.  
Failure.  Sin itself purrs.  So many call that we may not recognize His voice.  
Samuel did not.  He had seen God.  Working in the temple, he walked near 
God’s ark and watched over God’s lamp.  The very home of God was his and the 
sacred symbols were familiar.

But he had not heard the voice.  How often that voice comes in the night.  
That once eternal dark was first lit by his voice.  “Let there be light.”  Just so, 
Samuel’s night was lit not only by a lamp but by the light of God’s word.  He 
called,  “Samuel.”  Three times the little boy responded in runs to Eli.  How often 
I, too, run to the familiar.  A friend.  A food.  A foolish act.  A nap.  How often I 
simply pick up and run, not to but from.  Adam ran.  God called “Where are you?” 
and Adam ran down lush garden lanes.  God does not call out in order to find us.  
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He knew where Adam hid.  He knew a boy who ministered in the temple.  He 
knew a girl who counted ceiling tiles during worship.  God calls simply so that we 
might answer.

To hear is much more than a physical sense.  Hearing is communication.  
The deaf do not recognize sound and yet they hear.  Language is the attempt at 
intimacy.  Words are the instruments.  We fine-tune them, but they seldom 
service us well.
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Even in a small kitchen, we never touched each other.  Not a brushed 
shoulder or a stubbed toe.  It was 12:25 P.M. when we entered.  Someone 
peeled potatoes.  Another mixed cornbread dough.  We swapped pots and 
exchanged milk cartons and butter dishes.  The can opener grind overpowered 
the clank of dishes and silver setting the table.  The ice cubes fell in tall green 
glasses just as the slow cooker was being emptied.  At 12:49 P.M. we sat down 
and dad said the blessing without being asked.  Upon “Amen,” we each began 
filling our plates.  At 12:52 P.M., I broke the silence and asked, “Well, what’d you 
think of the sermon repeat?”  “Didn’t like it the first time,” dad mumbled.  And 
neither of us looked at mom.  He knew I’d ask, I knew he’d agree, and we knew 
she’d disapprove of the conversation.

I know my family.  This is home.  There is no need to discuss the menu.  
We all know what Sunday dinner will be.  You do not need to volunteer for a 
certain task.  Everyone here has his or her own pre-assigned chores.  Like all 
homes, the pantry is set in a preordained order, as is the refrigerator.  One could 
almost cook a meal blind.  Everything has its place.

Everyone also has his or her own character.

Something about this is beautiful.  “A well oiled machine in action,” you 
might say.  Production spews forth and words are not even needed.  An 
unspoken language coexists here.  But don’t rock the boat.  

I rocked that machine one Sunday when I was young.  “What was that 
woman doing this morning when she walked down to the front?” I asked even 
though I could describe the entire scenario to anyone.

“She was saying that she knew she was a sinner. She believes that Jesus, 
dying for her sins, came to life again and returned to heaven.  She wants to 
follow him forever.  So she is going to be baptized.”  Mom went through the 
gospel like it was rote multiplication.

“I know all that stuff, too, “ I said, jumping back into the conversation a bit 
too quickly, “and so next time I’m walking down there on the last song.”

“I don’t think so,” Mom said flatly.  “I don’t think it’s time.”

I was disappointed.  I had in this way been put in “my place.”  I didn’t like 
it.  In my home it is rare to be told what to do.  We suggest things.  But mother 
had not suggested.  She had not even questioned.  My mother had said “No” and 
there is no changing a mother’s “No.”  Falling into correct characterization, I 
never mentioned it again.  And I never spoke of disappointment.
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Like I said, every thing, every person, and even every event had its own 
place, its own time.  This is how my attempt at church membership was rejected 
for the sake of order.  This is how my mother, guided by the whisper of God, 
secured my future call.  Patience waits, knowing He will one day thunder.

The thunders came this day in teardrops.  This sermon found me looking 
not at ceiling blocks, but floorboards.  I wondered not about the sense of electric 
candles, but the stain of my heart.  I knew in this place that I would not be the 
first, but one of many and many more.

      
  I made no declarations about what I was going to do.  I simply asked, 

“May I?”  She simply nodded.  I simply went.

The walk was no longer about what I did not do, but about what I did.  It 
was not about what I knew, but about what I did not know.  You see, it was not 
about me at all.  It was about Him.  

In reading the law, we may almost find ourselves good.  As a little girl, I 
was.  In listening to the Son, we realize we are not.  The world is silenced and 
truth beats on the heart door.  

Yes, the Savior knocks.  He comes in.  But truth, once harbored, fights to 
get out.  The release is freedom.  “I am not, but He is.”  “I can’t, but He will.”

I stepped out among the familiar and yet I did not know the way.  I had 
never been.  The voice said “Go” and I followed him who I could not see.       

            

Others had followed before.  I would have chosen the mapped path.  
Solomon got a blueprint.  Noah got a shopping list.  I got a nudge and a promise.  
I was a shepherd.

The shepherds did not get a detailed road map of Bethlehem.  God’s 
angel did not say “turn right at the Exxon” or “left at the Waffle House.”  There 
was no dreaded “fork in the road.”  They did not count traffic lights or city blocks.  
Their search was for a nameless baby, marked neither by billboards nor neon 
signs.  Their sign was a manger.  They did not calculate their chances.  Statistics 
did not come into play:

 How many babies in Bethlehem?
 How many mangers?
 How long do I have before the baby moves?
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They heard the promise.  They went.

I had no questions either.  I wondered not about

 a virgin birth?
 a world of peace?
 a book of centuries?

I believed the one who spoke was true.  After all, I could hear Him.  That 
was enough for me.  The shepherds’ promise was “You will find a baby.”  My 
promise was “You will find a Savior.”  And a child follows.  Undaunted by risk, 
she loves adventure and believes in “ever after’s.”

Yeah, I went.

And my walk was slow.

Hear , O Israel, the Lord our God, the Lord is one.  Deuteronomy 6:4

A bride walks slowly, and yet I do not believe it is from lack of desire.  

I did not know what to say to the preacher this day, but I believed that my 
beloved heard in silence. 

I need you.
I want you.
I love you.

I was overwhelmed that His answer was “YES.”  His “I DO” seemed 
unthinkable, unimaginable, and unbearable.  His desire was strong and it 
weighed upon me as my heart screamed “Why me?  Why me, God?  Why 
choose me?”

There is an honest degree of humility needed in the Christian.  Conviction 
questions.  And yet it doubts.  It limits.  It counts the blessings and as it does 
surmises a hole in the riches of God.  He gave.  I took.  He must be somehow the 
poorer for it.

You see, I took not in joy, but in shame.  A good mother.  A good father.  A 
warm house.  More than decent clothing.  More than ample food.  I was over-
blessed in a cocoon of wealth and peace.  My mind rambled to not only the 

Melanie Dyer
“The Call of God”



6

children of war ravaged, third world countries, but to friends who sat beside me at 
school.  I asked.  I cried.  I pleaded.  “Why, Lord?”  “Why not them?”

God came to answer.

Brandi watched puzzled as I sat across the bed.  She nestled deep 
beneath my inquisition and heard the question I would never have uttered aloud.  
I unraveled her life story of her parents and her birth and her earliest years.  It 
was a life far from my own.  I counted it lacking and unfair and somewhat evil.  

“God,” I was wondering, “how could you?”

To my surprise and horror, Brandi, her head cocked, her eyebrows 
angled, sent out the question that tests all others.

“Are you questioning God?”

I could not speak.  I did not need to.  She had already heard me.  

“You think that God has blessed you more?” She quizzed quietly, but not 
gently. 

Still silent, I could only look down.  Of course he had blessed me more.  
Unless, that is, we wanted to call it luck, which would be much more comfortable 
for me.  But I had just begun to include God in my worldview that encompassed 
all situations.  I dared to lift my head and meet her eyes again.

“God loves me just as much as he loves you.”  She emphasized just.

I was amazed that she believed this.

I was more amazed that this was true.

Oh, the freedom in knowing that you have not stolen from anyone.  Love is 
yours.

Yes, in reading the law, we may find ourselves good.  In listening to the 
Son, we must realize that we are not.  I was not good enough for this chance.  
But in receiving the Spirit, we understand the possibilities of love.  It knows no 
limit.

Sure, His word is a lamp.  It is also a seed, embedded in the heart where 
love begins.  
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Love often calls in the springtime.  Like bulbs planted in autumn, it 
weathers frosts and then blossoms in warmth.  I answered love’s unexpected call 
one spring and found myself changed.

It was a love I first resisted because I might not fit.  But in loving, I found 
myself quite different than who I had imagined me to be.  Imagination deceives, 
though.  And love is truth.

God’s love found me new this day, yet it uncovered who I first was.  It re-
established the creation that lies had overshadowed.

You see, that love seed is also a sword, cutting to the very heart of who 
we are.  It reveals us.

At one time, God wrote his word and we read the law.  The law 
incomplete, God spoke the word.  The son became our conversation.  We asked 
questions.  He answered with stories.  Unsatisfied with our understanding, God 
sent His Spirit and his word became our own, invading our thoughts and attitudes 
and emotions and feelings, until finally we heard.  And we communed with Him 
as one.

One day a trumpet will call “Where are you?”  Never having gone that way 
before, I will still move.  Dinner will be served.  The family will be complete.  And 
home will find me healed.

No, God does not call out in order to find us.  God calls simply so that we 
might answer.

“Speak, Lord, for your servant is listening.”
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