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Since I was eight years old, I have known that I was called of the Lord to preach the Gospel.  At three years old, I was gathering the neighborhood children and climbing up into a tree and preaching to them.  At 17 years old, I preached my first actual sermon in the Chattanooga City Jail as a freshman college student.  That same year, I also preached my first official sermon in a church:  Lebanon Baptist Church in Tallapoosa County, Alabama.  Soon afterward I became discouraged and walked away from my calling.  In June 1971, at the age of 30, my calling had chased me until it caught me while I was hunting for Indian artifacts in a field in Isabella, Alabama.  I heard God say, "You have fled far enough, now is the time to stop running away."

I went straight to my father's church office, where he was pastor, and told him I was back.  I asked him where do I start?  Five months later I was alone with him when he died!  My plane could not get off the ground without him and once again I told the Lord, "I can't" and became a spiritual two-time offender and was preparing to flee again.

A few months after the death of my father, I was facing the possibility of also burying the one closest to me:  my wife Nelda.  I stood by her hospital bed and observed her life slip away.  As her eyes rolled back and her lips turned to chalk, I perceived that in a few minutes she would be gone.  In solemn fear I dropped her hand on the bed and walked to the window.  I looked out and humbly bargained with God.  I repented of my instability and made a vow that regardless of the outcome of this present situation, I would not turn away from my calling.  I promised the Lord that discouragement would never again rob me of His voice.  Thirty-six years later I have not looked back.  My calling always lies before me.  It protects me from failure.  In the will of the father, failure is impossible.  As long as I pursue my calling I will always be in His will.

Suddenly the door flew open and the nurse ran in holding the packets of blood that Nelda was going to need immediately in order to survive.  As "life is in the blood" so it was with her life.  As the blood flowed into her body, I watched her eyes gradually resurrect and her lips return to pink.  Thirty-six years later I still have her and I still have my calling.

In just a few months a "fervent door" I could not push open no matter how hard I tried, flew open and I was asked to pastor a Baptist Church in Chilton County, Alabama.  During this assignment, my calling would not remain silent and later I found myself living in Chindandega, Nicaragua as a missionary.  As I followed the calling, I lived in Guatemala and Mexico.  Eventually, it led me to start Believers Church in Lee County, Alabama. where I am today.  I have been pastor here for 23 years but the calling continues to resound in my ears daily.  I have learned that the calling and God's will in my life are the same.  God's will is not a place but a state of mind when we have the mind of Christ.  It may take me different places but it also may keep me right where I am.

Now when I become discouraged, I remind myself of God's great calling just for me alone.  He loved me so much he chose me above the billions of others on the earth to do his will for my life, and then enabled me to do it.  How could I ever be discouraged again?  I must go now; I think I hear Someone calling me!     

